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one 


Paris 1992 


| swallowed hard, feeling the dryness of my mouth, the craving for a drink. We were out here on the stage a 
bit earlier than usual because it was going to be on Pay Per View and somehow the lawyers threatened Axl 
enough so he would be on time. It was still daylight, for Christ's sake. I'd sneak backstage at some point and get 
a few swigs off a pint that someone would go and get, one of the managers or the bodyguards. This was Paris, 


they had to have a liquor store. Didn't they like liquor here or just wine? 


We were all out here, all in place, all except Axl. He was here, | didn't see him but | knew he was or we 

wouldn't be out here yet. That wasn't fair to do to an audience. So many of them just wanted him, or all of us, 
maybe, but if he wasn't here shit would fall apart. No one minded that Steven was gone and Izzy was gone, but 
if precious Axl didn't show up there would be a riot. | wasn't bitter, | wasn't as bitter as | sounded, that's just 


the way it was. 


The truth was | hadn't seen Axl in days. There was a time we saw each other almost every minute of every 
day, but those times were over. The times of waking up next to each other, the times of crashing up against 


each other in back alleys and the back rooms of clubs, the hungry kisses, our hands tangled in each other's 


hair, it was all over. 


| played a few preparatory notes on my guitar, and the others did the same, little notes and taps of the 
drums, | heard Dizzy shake the tambourine he had. It was over with Axl and had been for a long time, and he 
dated supermodels and | dated porn stars. Although | was pretty sure his latest supermodel had flown the 


coop. It was one of the hundreds of reasons he was all pissy lately. 


When the crowd began cheering louder and jumping up and down | knew Axl had arrived, had sauntered on the 
stage like he owned the world. | glanced over and shook my head. He had on those tight white shorts and a 


shirt and a jacket, and he had grown a beard. It was long and untrimmed, so he had just neglected to shave. 


Whatever. Axl didn't matter anymore. This was all over, we all knew it. Gilby and Dizzy and Matt knew they 
were just hired hands, just English crewmembers on the Titanic and they were prepared to go down with the 
ship. 


I'd snuck backstage a few times and had some pulls from the bottle. Someone had ventured into the Paris 
streets to get it for me. Alcoholics had needs. | played the notes | was supposed to play, | knew my part. | ran 
around our ridiculously big stage from time to time, feeling like a little kid on a racetrack, but mostly | 
watched Axl from under my hair. | watched him sway and kick his legs and lean back and scream. | watched 
him run around like he was at a track meet instead of a concert, and then | looked around at the mess all of 
this had become. Horns, backup singers, a keyboard player. What the fuck was this? This was drifting farther 
from the stripped down rock n' roll we were known for and that | considered to be us. But there was no more 
us. Izzy and Steven were gone, Duff was lost in alcohol, | was lost in so many things, and the only one sober 
and sane enough to run things was the ranting madman who was screaming into the microphone and ranting 
about Warren Beatty. What the fuck? Did | hear that right? There was nothing left to rebel against, we had 
money and fame and all that shit, but Axl will rebel no matter what. | wasn't even that sure who Warren 
Beatty was, and even less sure about how he had wronged Axl. But the crowd cheered anyway. How many of 
them even spoke English? But | supposed England wasn't that far from here. Who the hell knew? Maybe they 
hated Warren Beatty, too. 


"Gimmie that shirt," Axl said, and | watched someone from the crowd toss him a white T-shirt, and he looked 
at it and smiled. | thought he looked like a mountain man with that beard. Nothing shattered Axl's androgynous 
look like a full beard. 


"Slash," he said into the microphone, and then he said it again. 
"Slash," So | looked over at him, my eyes drawn to him like they were a thousand times before, and he held 


the shirt out for me to see, holding it against his chest like he was trying to see if it would look good on him. 


Someone had written on it with black magic marker, probably a girl someone, "Fuck Me Axl," 


"Take a number," | said as he tossed the shirt onto the drum riser. Take a number like the rest of us, we all 
fell behind the lawyers and the models and the days on end that he locked himself away to work on "ideas", and 
the therapists and the psychics and the past life regression sessions. | narrowed my eyes at him, seeing the 
sweat gleaming on his bare skin, seeing the way the lights picked up the red in that fire red beard of his. 


| wasn't drinking. | was going to cut down. | was going to change. That was what | was thinking as | lay on the 
bed in the hotel room, watching the pink dawn in the sky. | was so tired, my eyes were scratchy and dry, but 


there was still too much adrenaline coursing through my veins to even think about sleeping. 
| heard the knock at my door and thought | was hearing things until | heard it again. 
"Yeah, who is it!" | yelled, knowing the door was locked and not wanting to move. 


"Axl," 


Did | fucking hear that right? Axl? He was taking time out of his busy life to come and see me? | stood up on 
shaking legs and walked to the door, and | opened it as far as the chain would allow. There he was, his lips 
closed in the center of his beard, eyes downcast, studying the pattern in the rug. | shut the door and undid 
the chain and then let him in. 


He took a few steps inside the room, and he'd changed his white shorts for jeans. 


"Uh, hi," | said, watching him, wondering what he was doing here. It could be anything. Maybe he was going to 
fire me, he owned everything now, that was his right. I'd go quietly. | was getting tired of things. 


"It was a good show tonight, huh?" he said, glancing up at me and then away, back at the floor. | remembered 
this about him now, he had such trouble with eye contact. He was so damaged. | used to like that about him, 
that secret vulnerability inside the rage, but now? | didn't know what | liked now. 


"Yeah, it was," | said, and | remembered that shirt that girl had thrown to him. Fuck me Axl. He licked his lips 
and | wondered if | could just back him up against this hotel wall and kiss him, like we used to, the way it used 
to be in those roach motels and tiny studios that weren't even studios, they were just storage rooms. | closed 
my eyes, inhaling the sweet scent of this high-end hotel room where everything was cleaned every single day 
and where rich people stayed. Rich people like us. 


What did it matter anyway? Everything was falling apart. There was almost nothing to lose. So | stepped 
toward him, put my hands on his shoulders and gently pushed him back against the wall. He took a deep, 
shuddery breath but he looked up at me, and | saw that strange shade of blue green in his eyes. 


"Hey," | said, thinking to follow it up with, "I missed you," but it wouldn't come out, something blocked my voice, 


and the one word | said cracked in the middle. | could see the rapid rise and fall of his chest beneath the thin 
white T-shirt he wore, and | leaned in, feeling the stiff hairs from his beard as my lips brushed against his. 


two 
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| tasted him again, that cigarette taste, that mouthwash he used. The sticky sweet taste of the soda he was 
always drinking. | ran my hands from his shoulders down to his waist. I'd wanted to feel his velvet soft skin 
again, | wanted to see those glittering blue green eyes. | wanted to make him make those little noises, just like 
the ones he made in the middle of "Welcome to the Jungle". 


"| missed you," | said, and it was a broken whisper. | missed him, but how could | ever get him back? How could 
| get beyond the alcohol and drugs that were eating me alive and wearing me away, and how could | get beyond 


the ego and perfectionism that was wearing him away? 


He licked his lips and didn't say anything, but | wouldn't push him. On the base physical level | knew his throat 
ached from the workout, and | felt the calluses that had built up on the tips of my fingers, and | touched 


those calluses to his throat. | could imagine the damage he's done. I'd seen him cough and spit up blood. 


"Come here," | said, leading him to the bed, wanting to be gentle with him, wanting to forget the times he was 
late to shows, the times he wrecked shows in the middle for nothing, for imagined slights, his gray green eyes 


narrowing in the rage he held for the whole world 


He laid down on the bed and | laid next to him, inhaling his freshly shampooed hair, running my fingers over it, 
marveling at the color again | wished he'd shaved so | could see his sharp, angular jaw and the delicate dip 
between his nose and lips. | touched the stiff hairs of his beard and so close | saw the dark brown and dark 


red that was in it. I'd wanted this for so long, to be able to touch him, to lift the strands of his hair, to see 


the freckles on his nose. 


"Axl," | said, feeling a ghost of the contentment | used to feel all the time, my arms wrapped around him, 
feeling the bones of his ribs and the jut of his hipbones. He wasn't as skinny as that anymore, not as skinny as 


when we were starving. | was glad, it had hurt sometimes to be that emaciated, to crave everything. 


He shifted and looked at me, not willing to talk, his voice needing to rest. | knew, | knew, and | leaned over and 


tugged on his earlobe with my teeth, and he shifted again, one of his arms coming up lazily over my back. 
| went to kiss him again, irritated by the roughness of his beard. It scratched at my face but | kissed him 
anyway. This was Axl, that redheaded nightmare who had exploded into my life seven years ago and I've been 


changed ever since, like someone who's been through the fire, | was charred. 


| pulled his T-shirt up and over his head, and | fiddled with the necklaces he wore. One was a cross, like always. 


He had so many, but this one was tiny and silver. One was a ring on a chain, and | squinted, thinking it was one 
of Erin's rings. Could it be? Did he ever let anything go? | buried my face into his chest, kissing his sternum, 
kissing down to his stomach, and | felt his hands tangle in my hair. 


Author's Notes: 
Short again. Sorry. 


| felt the slight tugs against my scalp and | leaned into them, kissing down from his chest to his stomach, 
feeling him shift his weight again 


"Slash," he said, his voice hoarse, wrecked from the years of Touring. 


"‘Hmmmmmmm?" | said, nuzzling against him, feeling the stiff material of his jeans against my cheeks. | was 
afraid to go further, afraid to consume him like | used to, when there were no boundaries, when nothing 
mattered. Now there was nothing but boundaries. 


| came up again, climbing up him, tasting the salt of his skin, hearing his heartbeat against my ear. | knew 
things were falling apart and there was no way to stop it, and there was this deep sadness inside of me 
because of that. | wanted to tell him that | loved him, that | always loved him, that | never stopped, even when 


he was a dictator and in a rage, even when that rage was directed toward me. 


| kissed him again, closing my eyes, scratched by his beard, my hand finding the back of his neck. His hands 
found my hair again, pulling through, caught on the curls. 


| broke the kiss and sat up, traced one of his eyebrows just to watch him shiver. He was sad now, tears 
glistening in his eyes, making them sparkle a deep green. He was always either sad or angry now. | missed the 
evil smile, the wicked laugh, his desire to take over the world. We were at the tippy top now, poised to fall. It 
didn't feel so good. | saw the pain in his eyes. | always saw it. 


"What's wrong?" | said, my voice a hoarse whisper that matched his. He licked his lips. He looked so much older 
with that beard. When | met him, how old was he? | figured it quick in my head. He had been 23 and sometimes 
he looked only I] and as skinny as a girl, those angular cheekbones and diamond earrings and long red hair 


making my head spin. 


"Stephanie left, and she took Dylan." Now the tears slipped, sliding down his cheeks, catching in his beard. | 
suspected the tears were more for Dylan than Stephanie, who he fought with like a wildcat, but he was always 
loving and tender with Dylan, wanting a child of his own so bad now. 


‘I'm sorry," | said, smoothing his hair away from his face. I'd been sorry for all the disasters in his life, when 
Erin left and told him he would never see her again, when Izzy quit plunging him into darkness and despair for 


weeks. 


It wasn't even my fault..this time." he said, his voice catching on the words, and he lowered his head as the 
tears came faster and the sobs wracked him, and | held him, feeling the way his body shook | wished | could 
be enough for him the way | had felt once, a long time ago, that he could be enough for me. 


"Axl, hey, shhhhhh..." | said, kissing the tears away, pushing his hair away from his forehead, and after a few 
hitching sobs he stopped crying and brushed the tears away himself, then he looked at me with those half 
lidded eyes, still glittering a deep green from the sheen of tears. 


"Forget that," he said, leaning in toward me, kissing the edge of my lips and the side of my neck, seeking some 


comfort. 


| can make you forget," | said, kissing tiny kisses down his chest and stomach again, tugging on the button of 
his jeans with my teeth, opening the zipper one metal tooth at a time. | knew | couldn't make him forget 
anything. He remembered and held onto everything, the loss of Dylan and the loss of Stephanie, Erin and the 
miscarriage, the way the club owners treated us in the early days, the mistreatment by management, the 
mistreatment by teachers and coaches, the way his mother never protected him from sexual abuse and 
beatings, the darkest times when he was young and trapped in violence, the fists and the belts coming down on 


him over and over again. 


| inched his jeans down over his hips and | kissed the ridge of bone, and | heard him sigh until it was almost a 
moan, his breathing speeding up again, and | knew | couldn't make him forget, but maybe | could make it better 


for one brief moment. 


